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THE REPRODUCTION OF | 
ENVIRONMENT. 


\y enterprising publisher announces | 
ew edition of SHaKsPEaRE printed and 
ished at Stratford town, and actually 
set up” in the very house of Juxivs 
w, SHAKSPEARE’S intimate friend and 
f the witnesses to his will! Fancy | 
It is needless to dilate on the 
ellence of text, typography, &c., 
ired by these novel precautions. 
Punch, however, feels confident that 
idea may be carried further, and 
t we shall soon hear of the following 
uncements : 
\ new Standard Library Edition of 
lise Lost will shortly appear, which, 
s hoped, will rapidly supersede all 
hers. Muirtoy’s noble epic is to be 
rinted by a small portable press tem- | 
rily erected on the left bank of the | 
ligris in the locality identified by expert | 
heologians as a probable site of the} 
Garden of Eden. An extremely short- | 
sighted litterateur holding extreme anti- 
monarchical views has been selected to 
vise the text, in the hope of recalling | 
far as possible the mental atmosphere 
the author. 
The new selection of Lord Brnor’s | 
| 





] 
| 


poems should meet with a warm recep- 
The revision 


; 
LIOT 


1 from critical readers. 


f the proofs has been entrusted exclu- | 
| 


sively to noblemen of somewhat dissi- | 
pated habits. The Editor has qualified | 
himself for the task of supervision in 
a “ Byronie” spirit by a considerable | 
course of domestic trouble, followed by | 
a few weeks’ yachting in the Mediter-| 

| 

| 


ranean. 

A new, popular, and yet accurate and 
up-to-date Natural History of British | 
lishes was badly wanted. The sump- 
t work now announced presents, 


| 
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“ Hutto, Brown. 
“How's Tae Wire? 


” 


How’s Tae cop?” 


ON CHARIVARI. 


“VERY OBSTINATE.” 


“ ABOUT THE SAME.” 








ANOTHER RUINED INDUSTRY. 


‘ crook 
smallest wages to be found in the city. 


“Tn New York, according to the police, the 
is about the hardest worker for the 


The 


Pondered on our great traditions — 
Fifty thousand at a coup ; 

But alas! I came a cropper, 
I was pitifully sold, 





tuOousS 

to specialist}fand scientific readers, an | 
entirely novel attraction. A short pre- 
‘tory note of the publishers informs uz | ye". 


For | only found a copper 
Where I hoped for notes and gold. 


most brilliant and successful Bank ‘burglar | 
cannot ever hope to earn more than £600 a | 
As to the lesser lights, they do exceed- 


these portly and well-illustrated 
umes were —doubtless at considerable 
expense — actually printed and bound 
under water. 

Italian publishers have often been 
reproached of late for not doing their 
duty by the greatest of National Epics 
lhe announcement of a new, revised and 
annotated edition of Dante’s Inferno — 
to be entirely printed and prepared by 
first-class artificers inside the Crater of 
Vesuvius will reassure foreigners that 
the resources of the Poet’s native country 


. 


ire at last being fully utilised. 








Time's Revenges. 
\ "ANTED, NURSE for one baby, who has 
been under nurse in good family. 
Church Times. 


NATURE’s 


int 


Irony. -— Copper veins in 


Os, 


| ingly well if they averag> 


£2 108. a week.” 
Manchester Guardian. 
Drop the knuckle-duster, sonny, 
Fling the jemmy far away, 
lor there isn’t any money 
In the burgling trade to-day. 
Though I toil and slave far harder 
Than your idle artisan, 
Empty oft remains my larder, 
Empty oft my inner man. 


When your navvies lie a-snoring 
Snug and comfy in their beds, 
I am in the streets exploring 
Windows, areas and leads. 
I must bear the nightly burden 
Of the rain and frost and snow 
For the miserable guerdon 
Of a weekly quid or so. 


Banks? I too had my ambitions, 
Once I dreamed my dreams, like 
you 


Even those who have ascended 
To the summit of the tree 

Get, when all is said and ended, 
Little, little £ s. d. 

Men whose talents must have made 

them 

Rich in any other sphere 

Find their trade has only paid them 
Paltry hundreds every year. 


Sonny, do not think me doting ! 
Burgling as a trade is dead, 

Take to company promoting, 
Take to honesty instead. 

Money there awaits true merit, 
And success is yours, my lad, 

With the talents you inherit 
From your old burglarious dad. 








“A Crop Expert.”—A Professional 


| Hairdresser. 
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day passes but I unsheathe my pen in my nation’s cause, and 
endeavour to disperse the darkness of the Occidental Press. 
Suyewatsv, Baron. 


“POUR LE MERITE.” 


Tuosr. who carelessly asserted that the Age of Anglo-Saxon | 





Heroes is dead are sufficiently rebuked by a recent cable from wah at 
; In the very hour of my party's triumph, for which I have 


‘ttsburg, Pa. “More than 10,000 applications for medals,” | . ; 
Pittsburg, Pa - o , PP! gre pf age worked so hard and faithfully, bearing the burden and heat 
we are told, “ have been received by the Credentials Committee “i. ; ; 

of the day, I am renouncing the victor’s crown. Let the 


oO sorew Crsecie’s Million Sterli ero Fund.” The} - her yung 
f Mr. Axprew Carwecie’s Million Sterling Hero Func ‘ | others scramble for it. Is not this Heroism ? R-s-B-Ry. 


our very midst 





werwhelming sympathy accorded to this noble scheme could 
not miss for long the flattery of imitation ; and -we are privi- 
leged to announce the establishment of a similar fund in| There is a story told of a certain Hero—I forget his name 
The munificent Donor desires, for the time, |—who assisted at a great national crisis—I forget its nature, 
to remain anonymous, and we hove we are not committing an | but it comes in one of the Encyclopedias. His supporters, 
indiscretion in stating that he is a Rand magnate, and that} flushed with saccess, burst into his presence to announce 
the purity of his English descent is only thinly veiled by a| that he had been elected Dictator by popular acclamation 


name terminating in —SCHEIN. and found him peacefully asleep. That is my position. 
D-v-NSH-RE. 


Application for medals, which are offered to British and | 
\liens alike, should be made on printed forms, which will be For tl » Pee ee ; lated with 
issued to the public to-morrow. The list opens on Monday, or the past few days I have been inundated with requests 

i . ~. | that I would sell The Morning Post to a Free Food Syndicate 


January 23, and closes for London at 5 p.m. on Friday, | I} h j - 1 AR wy 
March 31, and for the country and abroad on the morning of | fee lave in each instance rejected Allluence . ; arene 
Saturday, April 1; but an extension of time up to the first | onesty. nites 
‘ , 2 7} as re } > > lat " = a a . " 
post on Monday the 3rd will he allowed in the case of claims I have accomplished the heroic task of reading God's Good 
arising out of Saturday's heroic feats in the football field. : . pace 
a, Ring tere es | Man from cover to cover. H-u C-xe. 
Notices inviting applications fgy medals have already been Se ee 


despatched to certain distinguished persons whose heroism is . 4 . 2 
ogee S E | By sheer heroism I have struggled through The Prodigal 














above question, and we are indebted to the Donor’s second | , ‘ 

. - | Son M. C-k-L11 
footman for the opportunity of reproducing the following | , ‘ ‘ 
communications, alleged by him to have been already for-| : oe ; : Bsa? 

8 | My official position renders the idea of a direct application 


warded in response to these invitations. The statements here | j : 
re | most indecorous. ALFR-D A-ST-N. 

given are supposed to represent the grounds on which the — : 

several applicants base their claims for a Hero Medal. One| J] have made the heroic resolve that, before the present 

or two, it will be seen, decline to apply ; and the gentleman | year jig out, Sherlock Holmes shall have been annihilated— 





signing himself “Anon.” was never asked. He must have | twice and for all AC. D-vie 
heard of the scheme through some breach of confidence in+ - 
a rural post-office. An appeal has been made to me to allow my name to figure 





i > > — aa So ° ; 
For testimonial please find enclosed cutting of German | in the Hock of Bs Plentegensts. If the Editor of thie manu 
, ; . mental work chooses to insert my genealogy where it has a 
Kaiser's message about me to my august Emperor. I am, caleah siaht to ten, 1 cnmenl: eaebeet bea” Tek teinine 
however, deferrmg the honour of accepting your Medal till | Rie len = r da T wit bee tty Micbraras Vag t Ft A an a 
I know more about its size. If it should assume the dimen- |! ~s . iit 
, . | snobbery. ALG-RN-N ASHT-N. 
sions of a chest-protector, it would, of course, come under the | . 
category of military equipment, and | could not in that case} | 4->- } 
accept it for my personal use any more than I could accept | ¥5!00 In my will for i 
General Srésse.’s waler. Noa, General. mom tcnitsoenatoe 
- | Altruism is the highest test of the Hero. I propose to 
I have just negotiated the appalling perils of the Suez /| limit myself in future to the production of fourteen master 


P.S.—If you award me your Medal I will make due pro- 
ts upkeep. 








Canal. Borrovosky, Admiral. pieces per annum. G-y B-rupy. 
a a . . P ‘ ° . . mm tN ” 
P.S.—Kindly forward Medal to me, Have refrained from making the joke, “ ToGo or not Toco. 
c/o Admiral Rozupestvensky, Avon. (card enclosed). 
Poste Restante, 
Diego Suarez, | Iam returning home. Wun Baitey. 


Madagascar (near Africa). 








| 
Chosen to uphold my country’s honour as chief oheasl m he bone at eee ior the Dance of thienew Huey Band 
: y a ys our as c ‘n€SS | to form a rough estimate of the probable number of Medal 
of that memorable sea-fight, | may with perfect modesty | ¢laims which he may expect. He has based his anticipations 
describe myself as the Hero of the Dogger Bank. I sha largely upon the prominence of people’s names in the Press. 
therefore be pleased to place your Medal on my breast in| with the assistance of Mr. H-tr Scu-t-nc he has arrived at 
close proximity to the one already planted there by 82 | the following figures: 750 football forwards, 450 half-backs, 
admiring Admiral. Kiapo, Captain. | 300 backs, 150 goal-keepers, 200 expert football-journalists, 
” os | 50 expert authorities on the results of the next season’s Test 
To accept such rewards as you offer is tantamount to} matches, 8 War Correspondents (at the front), 80 ditto (else- 
acknowledging the superiority of the donor over the recipient. | where), 45 Colonels of Volunteers (exclusive of Sir Howarp 
They ought to issue only from the Fount of World-Honour.| Vixceyt) opposed to reduction of Auxiliary Forces, 25 Pub- 
We are therefore not applying for your Medal Pour le Mérite. | lishers, 15 Impresarios, 35 Dramatic Authors, 135 ordinary 
Wii Il, K-K. | authors, 10 Leaders of the Liberal Party (exclusive of Mr. 
|Wixsron Cavrcum.), five Tariff Leaguers, two Mistaken 
_ Though unfortunately excluded by the exigencies of| Identities, one ex-Colonial Secretary, one Mr. Harotp Cox, 
intervening space from participation in the heroic exploits of | one Pantomime Reformer, and one Common Hangman. 
my fellow-countrymen, I, too, have not been idle. Searcely a| _8. 
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ee 


Mai iit : 


Pierreite (changing the subject after a recent tiff in which she has come off victorious 


MYSELF HERE BEAUTIFULLY!” 
P tind (seeing her ert. 








A PROPHETIC 


Il. 


NOVEL. 


[Being further extracts from Lord Beacons- | 


FIELD'’s unpublished romance, The Great Cham, 
shortly to appear as a feuilleton in a le rading 
daily. | 

‘My campaigning has not been very 
seatannmiiat said Mentmore; ‘and I am 
not so enamoured of the arena as you 
are, Sire. My mind is rather set on the 


Muses, and twenty-four hours ago I had 


a dream of settling on the shores of the | 


Bay of Naples.’ 

“* Whatever you do,’ said the Kaiser, 
‘renounce indolence. Action may not 
always be happiness, but there is no 
happiness without action. If you will 
not fight the French in Morocco, return 
home and plunge into affairs. That was 


a fine castle of yours I visited a few years | 


ago; a man who lives in such a place 
must be able to find a great deal to do.’ 

‘I almost wish Iwas there with you 
for my y companion, * said MENTMORE. 


“PLatwty, I suppose you 


—_ say to BaLrortn, 
pursuits of peace, on the cult of the| 


lastonished that life has no charms for 
|him, or that, never seizing the occasion, 
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e 





SISTERS! 
(Before the Ball.) 


MEAN.” 





s The wheel may ston,’ said the Kaiser, 
‘but I begin to think I shall not see 
much of England again. The forces of 
democracy seem to me to be stronger 
than ever, and Erncastie tells me that 
your War Office are seriously contem- 
plating the abolition of all ornamental 
uniforms.’ 

pod go % 
he would some- 
‘and the cause 
of many of your sorrows, is the habit of 
mental introspection. Man is born to 
observe, but if he drifts into psychology 


he observes nothing, and then he is | 


‘Your great fault,’ 


his career is a failure.’ 

“**T fear,’ said Batrortu, ‘that I have 
at length found out the truth, and that 
I am but a dreaming psychologist.’ 

“*You are a dozen years younger than 
4 am, and not irredeemably lost,’ replied | 

Josepn. ‘Fortunately you have a4 
ssived the admirable though partial 
education of your class. You have been | 














Ove a ane WS _——_— 


“Tis GLass Is BETTER, Rose. I ca® skE 





toa public school, end | to the University 
— 1 was at neither. You are a moderately 
good golfer, you have been summoned 
for furiously driving your motor-car, 
you have—I am told — bestridden a 
Bantam bicycle. That sickly and imper- 
fect secretion of the brain which is called 
thought has not yet bowed your frame. 
You have not had time to read every- 
thing. ‘Take the advice of a practical 
man, drop metaphysics, shun the emas- 
culating influence of modern music, and 
go in for a course of Dickens. I would 
not have you give up serious reading 
altogether, but remember that the droll 
conversation of a man like Caressy is 
worth all the libraries in the world, If 
it were only for my sake, I should wish 
to save you, but | wish to do it for your 
own. Yes, profit by the vast though 
calamitous experience which you have 
gained in a short time. We may know 
a great deal about our bodies, we can 
know very little about our minds.’ 
% % 6 ® 9 
“Whether from the bad news from 
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Stalybridge or the presence of Lord 
CurrierisH or from some other cause, 
Leo Mini was brusque, ungracious and 
silent, only nodding to Sir ALrrep Pears- 
worta who benignly saluted him, and 
refusing every dish that was offered. 
Nor was his costume correct. All the 
other gentlemen were habited in a style 
indicative of the subdued gravity of 
their feelings. Leo Muym, however, 
had on his shooting jacket of brown 
velvet, a pink shirt, and an Aston Villa 
tie, while his raven locks were pecu- 
liarly dishevelled. 

“ Hvco Hatrietp, who was not afraid of 
him, and was a High Churchman as well 


as an enragé Free Trader, kept pressing | 


him to partake of jam and pickles, and 
asked, ‘Well, Minim, are you going to 


church.in that tie? Are those the colours | 


of the Pentecostal Dancers?’ But Muxi 
would not answer; he gave a snort, and 
glanced at Huco with the eye of a gla- 
diator 

‘The meal was over. The Bishop was 
standing near the mantelpiece, talking to 
the ladies, who were clustered round 
him; Mrvim, after listening grimly for 
1 few moments to their talk, suddenly 
exclaimed in a loud voice, and with the 
groan of a rebellious Titan, ‘ How I h:te 
Sunday !’ 

‘Mr. Misia!’ exclaimed Lady Summ- 
DORNE, turning pale. 

There was a general shudder. 


[ mean in Lancashire,’ said Mrym, | 


and the day after a by-election. The 
whole place reeks of cotton and pros- 
perity. I do not dislike it when alone, 
rv in Birmingham. But Sunday in a 
Free Trade district is simply infernal.’ 

I think it is now time for us to go,’ said 
the Dean of Durnam, walking away with 
dignified reserve, and they all dispersed.” 

“* There it is,’ said Sr. Josepa, ‘ Lanca- 
shire has always. been our stumbling 
block. We must strike, and strike 
hard, if the Empire is to be protected. 


But how am I to strike? We have 
money and arguments. But we have 
not the men. CrHrmtap and = Vixyyy 


Howarp have no magnetism, and | am 
growing exhausted by fighting the battle 
single-handed. The gauds and spoils 
if office no longer appeal tome. Perhaps 
the vicissitudes of life have made me 
insensible to what are called reverses of 
fortune, for when a child I remember 
sleeping on the moonlit flags of Bir- 
mingham, with no pillow except a tam- 
hourine which I had played in some 
private theatricals, and I remember it 
not without delight. Let us sit down. 
| feel that [ am talking in an excited, 
injudicious, egotistical, rhapsodical 
strain. I thought I was calm, and I 
meant to have been clear. But I have 
had a sleepless night and a day of 


brooding thought ; 1 meant once to have 


- - am —— ~~ 
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asked you to help me, and now I feel 
that you are the last person to whom | 
ought to appeal.’ 

“*Tn that you are in error,’ said Mr. 
Van Boonie, rising and taking his hand 
with an expression of extreme unction : 
‘I am the right person for you to 
appeal to, the only person.’ 

“*Nay,’ said Sr. Joseru, and winked 
away a tear. 

‘For I owe you a debt I never can 
repay,’ continued Mr. Van Boone. ‘ Had 
it not been for you I should have 
remained what I was when we first met 
a narrow self-centred millionaire, wast- 
ing my energies on frivolity, and utterly 
insensible to the privilege of living in 
this wondrous age of change and pro- 
gress. Why, had it not been for you 
I should have at this very moment been 











LIFE’S LITTLE DIFFICULTIES. 
IX.—Tue Testmontan. 
I. 

Jabez Copley, of Copley’s Stores, to the 
leading residents of Great Burley 
and neighbourhood, 

(CYCLOSTYLE. ) 
THE MISSENDEN TESTIMONIAL FUND 
Dear Sir (on Mapam),—I have the 
honour to inform you that our worthy 

Station-master Mr. Missenpey, having 

received promotion, is leaving us very 

shortly for a higher sphere of activity, 
and some of his friends met together 
last night at the “ King’s Arms” to con- 
fer as to a testimonial to be presented 
‘to him. Greatly to my surprise I was | 
‘asked to undertake the duties of hon. 


lavishing my fortune on the endowment | secretary and hon. treasurer, and it is in 
of a National Opera House,. or the | these capacities that I take the liberty 
establishment of free toffee caverns for | of addressing you. The meeting decided 
the sick and indignant poor. Pardon | to open a subscription list for Mr. Mis- 
me if | wander in my speech, but the| sexpgx in the town and neighbourhood, 


fascinated my heart, and I have long 


hour is late, and I am not altogether 
myself. There may be, there doubtless 
are, topics on which we differ; but in 
our love of truth and justice there is 
no difference. No, though you must 
have felt that I am not--that no one 
could be—-insensible to your eloquence 
and dawmonic energy, still it is your 
consummate character that has justly 


resolved, were I permitted, to devote to 
you my fortune and my life.’ 

“The luscious tones of Mr. Vay 
Boop.e’s voice made Sr. Josepn’s heart 
beat so tumultuously that for a moment 
he thought he would be overpowered. 
Then, quickly recovering himself, he led 
his young friend to a table covered with 





pyramids of pomegranates interspersed 
with gentle drinks such as the fancy of | 
America alone could devise. 

“* Let us drink,’ said Sr. Josepu, ‘ to} 
the conversion of Lancashire!’ 

** You will forgive me,’ replied Mr.| 
Van Boonie, ‘ but [| am a teetotaler and 
a vegetarian,’ and with these words he | 
raised a pomegranate to his exquisitely | 
chiselled lips.” 











| 
| 
We venture to extract the following | 
short article from the Liverpool Post and 
Mercury, with its title and sub-title:— | 
CHEMICAL FACTORY ABLAZE. | 
Firewen’s Dirricutt Task. 
The Duke of Westxster and the members | 
of the house party at Eaton Hall shot over the 
preserves, and in two days accounted for 1,200} 
pheasants 
For having, in Albert Road, Blackpool, used 
language described as not fit for a Christian | 
to hear, Epirn Ricuarps was fined 20s. and 
costs at Blackpool on Friday. 
The above is a precious example of the | 
vanity of titles. As Burns. said, “ A} 
man’s a man for a’ that.” 


and to present him with the proceeds 
and with an jlluminated addrees. 
The following is the address that was 
drawn up—lI may say by myself :— 
Presented to 
JAMES HENRY MISSENDEN 


By tHe Gentry AND INHABITANTS OF 
Great Buriey 
on the occasion of his departure from that 
Town, on the completion of nearly Eight 
Years of honourable service as Station 
Master, to take up a post of increased 
responsibility at Clapham Junction—as a 
mark of their appreciation of his Courtesy 
and Efficiency during his period of Office 
at Great Burley Terminus. 
This address will be engrossed in | 
several colours and in gold, with appro- | 
priate borders and scroll work (as in the 
illuminated texts in our bedrooms) by 
Miss Miute Featuers, at the school, who 
is very clever and artistic with her 
hands, and presented to Mr. MissEnDEN, 
with the purse, at the “ King’s Arms” 
on a suitable evening. 
Awaiting your reply, 
lam, Dear Sir (or Madam), 
Yours obediently, 
Janez CopLey. 
Hon. See. and Treasurer of the 
Missenden Testimonial Fund. 
Added, in Mr. Copley's own hand, to a 
few of the letters. 
PS.—It is not my wish to intrude 
business, but I feel it would be wrong 


_not to take this opportunity of informing 


you that I have just received a particu- 


larly advantageous line of preserved 


fruits, which I can do at extraordinarily 
low terms. No time should be lost in 
ordering. 

It. 


Miss Mill to Mr. Jabez Copley. 


| Dear Mr. Coptey,—I had no idea that 
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interesting to find that his name is| 
Missenpen! It was the name of my | 
mother’s favourite cook. She came, I} 
think, from Esher, or it may have been | 
Exeter. It is odd how long one may | 
live without knowing the name of one’s | 
Station-master, although my niece tells | 
me it has to be printed up somewhere, 
like a licensed victualler’s. 1 think | 
should like to try a box of the preserved 
fruit if it is really nice. 
Yours truly, 
Lypia MILL. 


| 


Mi. 
Sir Charles Transom’s Secretary to 
Mr. Jabez Copley. 

Dear Sir, — Sir Cuarves Transom directs | 
me to present his compliments and to| 
express his regret that he must decline | 
to lend his support to the testimonial to | 
the Great Burley Station-master. Sir | 
Cares dislikes to see this kind of pre- 
mium put upon duty, nor can he forget 
the want of sympathetic zeal and alacrity | 
displayed by the Station-master in the| 
autumn of 1898 in the matter of a lost 
portmanteau containing the manuscript | 
of Sir Cuartes’ monograph on the Tran- 
som family. Believe me, 

Yours faithfully, | 
Vuxcent A. Lirxcon. 


IV. 


The Vicar of Great Burley to 
Mr. Jabez Copley. 


Dear Mr. Coptey,—I am afraid I can- 
not associate myself very cordially with | 
the terms of your testimonial to Mr. | 
Missenpex. Eight years are a very short 
period to signalise in this way, and I do | 
not care for the part played by the 
‘King’s Arms.” I am sorry to have to 
take this line; but we must act as we 
believe. I should be seriously vexed if 
you got up a testimonial for me after 
so short a term of work. I am, 

Yours sincerely, 
Recap LowTHer. 


v. 
Mr. Jabez Copley to the Vicar of 
Great Burley. 


Reverenn Sir,—I regret that you can- 
not give your valuable and esteemed 
support to the testimonial to Mr. Missen- 
DEN, but I respect your motives. I 
should like to say in reply to your sug- 
gestion about a testimonial to yourself 
and my connexion with it, that I should 
never, I hope, so far presume as to take 
the leading part in a movement of this 
kind for a gentleman like yourself. My 
rule in life is that station should keep 
to station, and I trust I shall never be 
80 foolish as to depart from it. But 
although I should not presume to take 
a leading part in your testimonial, as 
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INGENUUS PUER. 


Mamma. “I THOUGHT THERE WAS AN APPLE ON THE SIDEBOARD, AND I Was GOING 
you, suT I Fixp iT Isn’T THERE!” 

Freddy. “ WeiL, WILL Yot 
ONE?” 


TO GIVE IT 


you kindly suggest, I should however | class, omitting the word “courtesy.” 1 
contribute to it with a whole heart. | am, Yours faithfully, 

Believe me, Yours obediently, Ayiwer PENISTONE. 

Japez Copiey. | 

Hon. See. and Treasurer of the 

Missenden Testimonial Fund. 


Vi. 








Vil. 
| 
Mrs. Lyon Mounteney to Mr. Jabez 
Copley. 

Mrs. Mounrexer is very pleased to see, 
from Mr. Copiey’s letter, that a spirit of 

Dear Mr. Coprey,—I do not quite feel | friendliness and comradeship is abroad 
disposed to give anything to Missenpey. | in Great Burley. Would that all Eng- 
You should draw up a different testi-| lish towns had the same generous feel- 


Mr. Aylmer Penistone to Mr. Jabez 
Copley. 


* 


monial for those of us who travel third-| ings! Not having used the railway for | 


GIVE ME SOMETHING ELSE, Mummy, ‘cos IT WASN'T A VERY GOOD 














ful, it will be done by a few personal friends, at the “ King’s 


several years, owing to her poor health, Mrs. Mounteney does 
not feel that she could with propriety identify herself with so 
personal a testimonial, but she wishes it every success. Mrs 
Movuwteyey does not care for preserved fruit. 
vill. 
Vr. Murray Collier, L.R.C.P., to Mr. Jabez Copley. 


Dear Me. Coptey,—A difficulty with regard to the boys’ 
boxes, which occurs regularly at the end of each term, and 
which brings out Mr. Missexney’s native churlishness like a 
rash, makes it impossible for me to support your appeal. 
After what I have hind to say and write to the Station-master 
it would seem pure pusillanimity to give him money and 
praise. May I however suggest the emendation of one small 
wersight in your otherwise tasteful address? By no possible 
means can our little wayside station be described as a 
which is a Latin word signifying the end, as | 
fancy your son Harotp (whom we all find a very promising 
ind attractive boy) would be able to ratify. 

I am, Yours sincerely, 
Murray Couvier. 


terminus, 


IX. 
Vr. Jabez Copley to the leading residents of Great Burley 
and Neighbourhood. 
(CYCLOSTYLE. ) 
THE MISSENDEN TESTIMONIAL FUND. 
Dear Sir (or Mapam),—I beg to inform you that at an| 
influential and representative meeting held last evening at the 
‘King’s Arms” it was decided with much regret not to take 
any further steps with regard to the testimonial to Mr. Missey- | 
peN, and to return to the several donors the £4 17s. 6d. which 
the united efforts of myse!f and two of my assistants cial 
been able to collect in the past month, minus an amount of | 
one guinea to Miss Mitte Feataers for work already done on 
the illuminated address, which cannot, we fear, owing to the | 
peculiar nature of the wording and its reference to Clapham | 
Junction, be adapted to suit any other person. 
If anything is now done to indicate to Mr. Missenpen that | 
Great Burley appreciates his services, which is very doubt-| 





Arms.” I may say here that | have decided under no con-| 


| ditions to ever again undertake the duties of Secretary or | 


Treasurer of a Testimonial, whether hon. or even well paid. | 
Believe me, Dear Sir (or Madam), Yours obediently, 
Jabez Copier. 

P.S.—As I am now laying down for ever the pen of the 
testimonial promoter, | may return to my true vocation as a 
purveyor of high-class provisions by saying that I have 
received this morning a consignment of sardines of a new and 
reliable brand, which I can do at 64d. the box. 








QUEEN SYLVIA. 
Cuaprer IX. 
How the Foreign Minister earned favour. 


Ir was while the international crisis described in the last | 


paid her mother a visit. 
the rank conferred upon her by her Queen and dutiful 
daughter) was living in a pleasant house situated in the 
great Park about half a mile from the Palace. Her bronchial 
attack had been a severe one, but she was now almost 
recovered from it, and promised soon to be about again. 

‘*Mamma, Mamma,” said Syivia, bursting like a flood of 
health and sunlight into the morning room, “isn’t it per- 
fectly gorgeous ?”’ 

‘“ Moderate yourself, my darling,” said the Grand Duchess; 
‘T haven't the faintest idea why you are so excited with joy.” 


|is possible, but, on the other hand —— 
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“Oh, Mamma!” said Sytvia reproachfully, “do you really 
mean to say you haven't heard ?”’ 
“ Heard what ?”’ 


| 


| 


“That we're quite certain to have war with the King of | 


EISENBLUT.”” 
“Oh, is that it?” said her mother. “ 
about that, of course.”’ j 
“And we shall win some glorious victories, and march 


Yes, I have heard 


into his capital, and dictate peace, and impose a tremendous | 


indemnity or even annex the whole country and keep it for 
ever.” 
“ Of course,” said the Grand Duchess pensively, “all that 
“On the other hand, what? You don’t mean to say you 
have any doubt about our winning? Why, we always have 
won. Htytertanp for ever, 1 say, and down with Eisenblut!” 
‘* Amen,” said her mother. 
campaigns that you have probably never heard of.” 
“There are none in the history books,” said the Queen. 


“ But we have had unfortunate 


“You would find them,” said her mother, “ if you cared to | 


But I don’t 
she added, ‘“‘ what 


read the history books of the other countries. 
want to put iton that ground. Tell me,” 
we are going to fight about.” 


“ Oh, as to that,” said Sytvis, “I’m really not quite sure. | 


It’s got something to do with time-tables and astronomy, | 


and you know, Mamma, | never could learn much about 
astronomy, could I?” 

“Oh, my darling, it’s all too silly and too heart-breaking. 
You are going to cause bloodshed and misery and ruin and 
despair, and all for what ?” 

“The Foreign Minister,” observed Syzvta loftily, “ assures 
me that our prestige as a world-power is involved.” 

“The Foreign Minister,” said the Grand Duchess, “ some- 
times talks nonsense. You are going to send out thousands 
of sons and husbands and fathers to kill or to be killed by 
sons and husbands and fathers who speak a different 
language, and all for the sake of a question that most of them 
can never understand. Don’t do this. Seek a better way. 


Go yourself and see King Orso. Appeal to his manliness | 


and his chivalry. If he should then refuse, at any rate your 
conscience will be clear.” 

“Do you really think so, Mamma ?” 
at her mother’s earnestness. “ Really,” she went on reflec- 


said Sytvia, surprised | 


tively, “it’s not a bad plan. Yes, 1’m sure I should enjoy | 


it immensely. 
impulsive little lady, having embraced her mother, swept out 
of the room. 


Now it happened that the Foreign Minister, having written | 
an important and desperately warlike despatch, had brought | 
it to the Grand Duchess’s house for the approval of the Queen. | 


He had been waiting in an ante-room and, without intending 
it, he had overheard most of the conversation between the 
Queen and her mother. He was an ambitious man, and set 
much store by the favour of his sovereign. When the Queen, 


therefore, came into the ante-room he had made up his mind | 
as to the course he would pursue, even though it involved | 


the cancellation of a despatch to which, with the assistance 


\of his secretaries, he had devoted much time and labour. 
chapter was at its most critical point that SYLvia one morning | 


The Grand Duchess (for that was | 


He thrust it into his coat-tail pocket, and advanced with a 
low bow to meet the (Jueen. 

“Good morning, my Lord,” said Sy.via graciously. 
you wish to see me?” 


* Did 


“Your Majesty,” said the Foreign Minister, “I have just | 


arrived here in great haste. I have been thinking deeply 
about our—hum—hum—what shall I say ?—our imbroglio 
with the King of Eisensiut, and it has occurred to me that 
| before we plunge into war it might be well to make yet one 
| more effort on behalf of peace. Does your Majesty deign to 
| follow me?” 

“T do,” said Sytvia. “ Proceed.” 


I’ll give orders about it at once,” and the | 


at ume 


oe 
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Enthusiastic Motorist. “ Wett—-how Do You Like IT?” 








“ Your Majesty is of more than full age.” 

“Thad my sixteenth birthday last week,” said Syivia, not 
without some haughtiness. 

‘ Might not your Majesty then,” resumed the Foreign Minis- 
ter, ‘‘ yourself plead the cause of reason and justice with King 
OrHo ? Would you not consent to meet him? He is young and 
impulsive, but some of his impulses are good, and,” he added 
with apparent irrelevancy, “ he is strikingly handsome.” 

“ This,” said the Queen, “is the most extraordinary thing 
that ever happened.” 

“In what respect, your Majesty?” asked the Foreign 
Minister in a proud voice, for he feared that he was about to 
be accused of eavesdropping, and his patrician soul took fire 
at the mere possibility of the affront. 

“Yes,” continued Syivia, “the most extraordinary and 
marvellous thing. I had this very minute decided on the 
very plan you have just suggested. Do you know, I think it 
most wonderful of you, quite the most brilliant thing any 
Foreign Minister ever did,” and she stretched out her hand, 
ver which the courtly old gentleman inclined his head until 
his lips had touched it. 

“Your Majesty is pleased to speak too highly,” he protested, 
“of my humble efforts in the cause of peace and international 
good-will.” 

“ By no means,” said the Queen. “I am lost in admiration 
f your skill. Let the necessary steps be taken immediately, 
for IT am dying to start as soon as possible. And, by the 
way,” she went on, “I shall bestow upon you the Grand 





Cross of the Golden Slipper of Hinterland. It is the highest 
Order within my gift.” | 

“It will make old Turniptop green with envy,” said the | 
Foreign Minister to himself, indicating by this playful title | 
the venerable statesman who had preceded him in his office. 
Then with sparkling eyes he took his leave to see to the 
drafting of a new despatch. 








CULTURE AND POLISH. 
[According to the Manchester Guardian there are several boothlacks 
in Hungary who are doctors of philosophy in the University. | 
Ir vaulting ambition should prompt you to shine 
As an artist of skill in the boot-blacking line, 
Don’t fancy, my friend, that the only thing lacking 
Is a polishing brush and a bottle of blacking. 


Greek verse is a training which nothing can beat 
For one who exists upon polishing feet ; 

Nor will he who has studied his Ethics with care 
Ever find that his life is a bootless affair. 


Success isn’t granted to indolent ease : 

Men are only made masters of arts by degrees. 
Yes, a college career you will find is your game, 
For culture and polish are one and the same. 





Oxp Sone aparrep py Generat Srésset.— Our dislodger's | 
such a nice young man!” 








— 
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had a bump on the side of his head; The Baltic Fleet is now thirsting for 


CHARIVARIA. which pressed into his brain. another fight with Japanese torpedo- 
IN vain,” says the Svet, “do the boats. The provisions taken aboard at 
Japanese, and their friends the English,| The North-Eastern Railway has begun | Port Said included a quantity of liqueurs 
imagine that the choice of rendezvous} to abolish its first-class carriages, and | and champagne. 7 
for battle belongs solely to Admiral|an indignation meeting has been held j ; 
Toco. Admiral Rozupestvensky may up-| under the chairmanship of the Duke of! According to the Daily Mail, the 
set all expecta-,—— Peace Party at St. 
tions.” He certainly Petersburg advo- 


cates an alliance 
between lussia, 
Japan, and China, 
‘with Russia as the 
guide and in control 
of the Yellow Race.” 
But the Japanese 


did at the Dogger 


tank 


The German Em 
peror has conferred 
on Generals Srds 


ver, and Noct the 


Order Pour le can hardly be so 
Mérit It seems yellow and so green 
imost a pity that at the same time. 
Russia and Japan 

should be given “This fool coun- 
fresh cause for try pays towards 
rivalry the British Navy 


£200,000 a year,” 


The notabilities says the Sydney 


of Sudja have signed 
ind» forwarded to 
Cieneral KuroparKiN 
particulars of a 
vonderful sign in 
tl sky which was 
een at the mobili 
sation of troops in 
that ¢ ity Only one 
more miracle is now 
required, and that 
is a victory by the 


Bulletin, speaking 
of Australia. But 
in choosing his 
epithets the Editor 
of the Bulletin must 
not judge all his 
fellow - countrymen 
by those who sub- 
scribe to his anti- 
English journal. 


The charming 


General French actress Mme. 
Le Barcy is coming 
to London, and soon 
we shall all be flock- 
ing to see La Beauté 
et Le Bargy. 


We should be 
twice the musical 
nation we are if 4 
music teachers ; 
would insist upon 
their pupils prac 


rd z , 
j ; 
; 4 s 
. ’ oa 4 . “wp ~ « 
tising music at itis y, / , Peace and 
sight,” says Sir =y Wii quietness are what 
Frepenick Briar “as we especially 
‘Not at sight of : oT ~. desire,” said Mr. 
me, | hope ” writes < — os | Batrour in his great 
\ Tired Father.” hat: oo speech at Glasgow. 
4 ‘ < . . s _ F ay 


Our new guns will 


2 age “Oe 


~o “ not be ready for 
two years. 





\ large piece of 
Kent fell into the 
sea last week 


AWE ehs ia A PREMIUM ON PROFANITY. 
Little Englanders Double Troubl 
are naturally de Young Lady (preparing to pay Cabby). “ Waar suact I cive nim, Auntie?” we Seep 
lighted | Auntie. “ JUST GIVE HIM A SHILLING, AND, If HE SWEARS, GIVE HIM ANOTHER SIXPENCE.” Mr. Greoroe ALEX- 


. $$ $$$ $ — ANDER has overcome 

Parliament has had its holidays ex-; Nortaumpertayp. We sympathise with|the difficulty of finding a double oi 
tended to the 14th prox., and will there-|his Grace: if Dukes are not to be| himself in the forthcoming play. His 
fore not “ go back” till long after Eton | allowed to travel first-class, how is any- | exact counterpart (in the dramatis 
and the other academies. But why |one to know they are Dukes? persone) is Mr. Troxotp, Editor of The 

go back” at all? The Country is| a Smart Set. On encountering him the 
getting on quite nicely, thank you. | Newson & Co. have temporarily sus- Lessee and Manager (his own double in 

— pended payment of their Tea Pensions to this instance) of the St. James’s uttered 

Trust an agitator to brag. The| Widows. Similar Companies would do|the now historical remark, “If I were 
anarchist Davis, who was bound over at| well to insist on strict proof that the| not Axexanper I certainly should be 
Clerkenwell last week, asserted that he | death of the husband was due to the tea. | Taorox.” 
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THE DIVINING ROD. 


Jor Tae “ Dowser.” “VERY AWKWARD! I GUARANTEED A STRONG PROTECTIONIST CURRENT 
SOMEWHERE OR OTHER; BUT THE SILLY ROD WON’T WORK!” 
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THE NORTH SEA COMMISSIONERS MAKE A THOROUCH INVESTIGATION ON THE DOCCER BANK. 


[‘‘ The only circumstantial evidence of the presence of Japanese torpedo boats is at the bottom of the North Sea, whither the Commission 
of Inquiry cannot transfer its investigation without serious inconvenience.” 
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Times, Jan. 10.) 











BILL BAILEY TRACED! 


Bit Bawey come home, has he? Uncertain. But what a 
character he had!—at all events before he left his home. 
Listen. 

“ WiLt1aM was honest, simple, gentle, kind, 
Laborious, studious, and to thrift inclined.” 
t 2 ® 
“Constant at church, and there a little proud, 
He sang with boldness, and he read aloud.” 
2 


2 2 2 os] 
“The lighter damsels called his manner prim, 
And laughed at virtue so arrayed in him.” 
Is this why But Batey left home? No, alas! poor WILLtAM’s 
Fanxy threw him over, and 
“With a small portion by a sister left 
He roved about as one of peace bereft.” 
And is Br. Battey still roving about, or has he come home ? 
For information on this interesting subject the reader has to 
go backwards a bit with Crapse, among whose poems will be 
found Bi, i.e., “ Wieutam Bamey.” 








Tue Manchester Evening Chronicle has a cynic on its Staff. 
“There have,” says he, ‘been grim and ghastly tragedies 
enacted in the Tower, but seldom in recent years has a 
oe been solemnised within it.” “But” was a happy 
thought. . 





“MY MOTTO.” 

Mr. Arthur Collins :— 

“ An excellent play, well digested in the scenes, set down 
with as much modesty as cunning.” — Hamlet. 

The Daily Mail: 

“To sour your happiness I must report.” 

“Tet those that play your clowns speak no more than is 
set down for them.”---Hamlet. 

Mr. George Alexander (while searching for a double) : 

“There is none like him, none.”— After Texnysoy, Maud. 


Cymbeline. 








Revival of the ‘‘Buried Treasure” Craze. 


Genera Noct seems to have been more fortunate than 
Lord Frrzwituiam in his search for hidden treasure. Not- 
withstanding the report that Port Arthur had been compelled 
to surrender through the exhaustion of its ammunition, he 
has discovered over 80,000 shells, and about 30 tons of small- | 
arm cartridges, so well concealed that even the Russians who | 
hid them were apparently ignorant of their whereabouts. 











| 
| 
| 
| 


Aw unollicial cable from Diego Suarez reports the total | 
destruction of the Baltic Fleet, whose Admiral unfortunately 








ee 
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THE POETS AT BRIDGE. 


Ir is generally supposed that Bridge was first played in | 
England in the year 1894. But there is evidence, in the | 
works of the poets, to show that the game was known many | 
years before that date. Thus Loncrettow in one passage 
save 

; “Our hearts, our hopes, are all with thee.” 

This explains itself. He had left it to his partner, warning | 
him that he had chicane in hearts, but trusting him to do| 
something pretty decent in one of the other suits; a pro- 
ceeding to be condemned on moral grounds. 

This is only one case. Recently there has come into our 
hands the record of a game of Bridge played by Tesxysoy, | 
Watt Wairway, Worpsworrs, and Roperr Brownixc—at the | 
house of the last named. Apparently the players proceeded | 
to put down their impressions afterwards; and as each one 
gives us a snapshot of a different aspect of the game we get | 
a splendid panoramic view of the proceedings. 

We start off with : 


Tue Decraration. By Atrrep Tenyyson. 


At Ronert Brownina’s, on a winter's night, 
The dinner done, the women past away, 
We others sat around the fire and played, 
Four of our circle, and the game was Bridge. 
Then Warrer Waray, that almighty man, 
He who by stroke of fate' had won the deal, 
Looked at his cards, and found his hand was weak. 
So in all faith he left it, murmuring “ Yours, 
Brave camarado,” and the make was mine. 
Then mused | for a little space apart : 
: My partner trusteth, leaving it to me, 
And trumps may be declared in many ways :* 
Diamonds or hearts if one is over-bold, 
And spades if there is nothing else to go, 
And clubs ’’—-but here I took the cards again, 
And fell to counting up the kings and queens 
Guarded in all but hearts, yet not an ace? 
Then I all wrapt in this, * ‘Get on,” cried he, 
And still again “ Get on”; till all at once, 
(irasping my courage firmly in my hands, 
‘No trumps,” I call: ad ; but Browxtve on my left, 
“Double no trumps.” And Worpsworru le: ia heart.* 


Next come Wart Wurrmay’s impressions. He devotes him- 
self to describing his own feelings, and does not tell us much 
of the actual play. Trxxyson has just laid down his hand. 


One Hour to Mapyess. By Watt Wuirmay. 


One hour to madness and wrath. O furious! O confine me 


not ! 

O the king of diamonds, the but twice guarded spade, the 
heart all unguarded and alone! * 

O Tam very sick and sorrowful! O the —(All right, tan- 
face,’ |’m just going to play). 

I see the two of clubs hiding in my partner's hand. 

Out of the dark confinement, out from behind the queen ! 


(It is useless to protest ; I see it there, and I mean to have it.)’ 
Come and play the darned 


Camarado, | give you my hand. 
thing yourself.* 


BrowninG now describes the first few tricks. 


Tue Pray. By Roserr Brownie. 


You want to know about this game of ours, 
Shuffles and doubles, leads, deals, calls an’ th’ like, 
What card took what, who had the ace of spades ? 
Well, this or something like it was the way : 
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War leoven it. “None,” says ALFRED (sans seleuth 

I had the aces, “ Double no trumps,” says L. 

Worpsworts brings out a heart, and dummy’s hand 

Goes down on table. Look at it—look at the heart! 

The three, or is’t the four? Nay, what’s the odds- 

Ace, king, knave, ten, nine, eight. I planked ’em down, 

Wondered a moment if the queen would fall ; 

Wt had it: why did the fool not play it at first ?* 

Do thistles grow on bays? You take the point? 

(Put case Witt has the queen, with six and five 

Leads five ; down comes the king; where’s queen — who 
knows ? 

Ace tries a second time—-the six from Wut. 

Next round Wit takes. Now is this sense, I ask.” 


Lastly, we have Worpswortn’s contribution. The scoring 


was, rather unwisely, entrusted to him, and he appears to 


have been in difficulties with it. 
Tae Soore. By Wittiam Worpsworrn. 

‘Written at Roperr Brownrxe’s on a winter's night under 
circumstances somewhat remarkable. . . . My friends will not 
deem it too trifling to relate that I composed the first two 
lines of the fourth verse first. Cotertiee wished the second 
of these lines to be “The ace of spades is black,” but | 


objected to it as being really rather greyish in appearance, 


whereas the club is undoubtedly black. . 


I counted up the points we won, 
"Twas seventy-two" in all; 
A pleasant sight it was to see 
My partner's aces fall. 
“ Honours ?”’ I said, ‘‘ dear brother Bos, 
How many may we be?” 
‘* A hundred aces,” he returned, 
And smiling looked at me. 


‘You say that you a hundred had ? 

Yet only four took tricks. 
Whence came, dear Bos, I pray you tell, 
The other ninety-six ? ® 


‘ The ace of diamonds is red, 
The ace of clubs is black, 

And looking through the cards I find 
Two others in the pack,” 


‘I had,” he said, “ the ace of hearts, 
The diamond, club and spade.” 
‘But that,” said I, ‘is four and not 

A hundred, I’m afraid,” 


1 took a dozen different packs, 

And showed him all the faces ; 
"Twas throwing words away, for still 
Dear brother Bos would have his will, 

“T had a hundred aces!” 


Notes by Mr. Punch’s Bridge Expert. 

' A poetical way of saying that they cut for deal. 

= Only five. 

3 He should never have dreamt of no-trumps in those circumstances. 

* The American convention—-used, no doubt, out of courtesy to Mr 
Warman. 

* Mr. Tennyson's going no trumps becomes all the more surprising. 

® A mode of address unknown at the Portland and other Clubs. 

7 The two of clubs was evidently thrown on the second round of 
hearts. 

* Contrary to the usual etiquette of the game. 

* Why indeed ! 
| “No. As the hands were, though, there would be no hari in it, 
since Mr. Browsixe had three certain cards of re-entry; and another 
| lead through dummy might be extremely useful. 

" Six hearts and the other three aces (doubled). 

2 Mr. Worpsworts seems to have had a very rudimentary knowledge 
of the game. 
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WITH THE BRAMHAM MOOR. 


(A Sketeh near Harrogate.) 


Portrait oF A GENTLEMAN TAKING THE WATERS. 
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HARLEQUIN AND THE HEROINE; 
Or, How the Maiden of Velodramia fared 


in the Regions of Pantomimia. 
Parr | 


I aM writing this at the request of 
nobody in particular, but simply because 
to describe at length 
especially the 
of my chequered career. My 


R 
name 18 TOBE; 


if is my practice 
the events and emotions 
emotions 
there has always been a 
Rose in our family, except when the 
herome happened to be called Gract 
instead. The mention of this brings me 
to an explanation of who I am; Lama 
more, | am the heroine, since 
| live in Melodramia, and it is well 
known that there are no real heroines 
to be found elsewhere. Our home is 
called Honeysuckle Cottage, and it 
stands in the village of Meadowsweet. 


heroime 


You will not be able to find it upon the | 


maps, because 
Melodramia 

Nevertheless you probably know our 
village quite well. It is the sweetest 
kind of fruit 
and flower flourishes there in abundance, 
many of them on the same tree. Per 
haps this is because of the climate. All 
the snow and winter in Melodramia is 
confined to the towns, and they certainly 
get a lot; but in all my experience of 
Meadowsweet I cannot remember a day 
when the lime-light was not shining in 
our garden, generally from two opposite 
directions. 

Ah! the dear old garden! How often 
during my subsequent Acts have | 
yearned for its tranquil beauty! From 
it you can see the Church Tower and a 
little bit of the village street, up which 
nobody ever walks. They all come along 
by the fence and through the little 
wicket on to our lawn. Long ago, when 
first I succeeded to the position of 
heroine (which is hereditary im our 
family) I used: to be astonished at the 
number and variety of the people who 
would drop in during the day 
adventuresses, policemen, not to mention 
strangers with soft hats and 
bundles, who usually stand at the gate 
and soliloquise: but I soon grew quite 
used to it. 

It is by no means dull in our garden, 
as we often disinherit or make wrongful 
arrests on the lawn, but I am glad to 
say that we have never yet had a murder 
which is the more remarkable 
because (for so quiet a spot) the death- 
rate of Meadowsweet is unusually high. 
But the lonely pool and dear papa’s 
library are the most popular places. The 
path through the wood has also, I regret 
to say, been the scene of many distress 
ing occurrences, while the rocks by the 
sea-shore are almost invariably a fatal 
rendezvous. 


there are no maps of 


spot Every conceivable 


soldiers, 


casual 


here, 


One morning I was in the garden as 
usual picking flowers. I had a lovely 
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garden seat, where I sank at his feet, 
leaning my cheek against his knee, and 


nosegay of tulips and chrysanthemums| looking up at him with wide trustful 


with a few red roses to smell at and | 


hold against the bosom of my gown. I) 


remember | was humming a little tune 
and prattling aloud to the dear flowers 
in my natural girlish way, when Mary 
entered with a letter. 

A letter for Miss Rose!” 
Mary. 


init! My vou 


exclaimed 
“Tow | wish I knew what was 
g man,” she continued, 
letters he’s a 
soldier, is my Bit, and such a beauti- 
ful man, seven feet 
strong 4 
Perceiving that she was about to 
introduce comic relief, | interrupted her 
by advancing with a sweet smile. 


“don't send me no 


is only Mary's way, but it becomes a 
litt'e tiresome at times. 
“A letter for me?” I said. 





aoty Ge, ~ 


The Maiden of Melodramia and the Prince 
of Pantomimia. 


“Bless your pretty face, Miss Rose!” 
cried Mary, “ of course it is.” 

Having observed that the envelope 
bore the stamp of Pantomimia, I inferred 
that it came from a distant cousin of 
mine called FLo—a name that fills me 
with repulsion! who occupies the 
position of heroine, such as it is, at 
that place. 1 do not know cousin Fio 
at all well, therefore I was astonished to 
find that the note was an invitation to 
visit her. Anyone of a less ideal charac- 
ter than mine would have ealled such a 
proposal impertinent, but as my dis- 
position forces me to do and _ believe 
absolutely everything that I am told, I 
foresaw that I should be obliged to go. 

Just as I had finished reading it, dear 
Papa entered the garden, wearing a soft 


eyes (at least I hope so), “ Father, I have 
a surprise for you.” 
Thereupon I gave him the letter, which 
he read iad to me with much feeling. 
At the end he sprang up with a stifled 


| ery, clutching the paper to his waistcoat, 


high, and that) 


This | 


look us up. 


Three minut 


and staring vacantly at nothing. Next 
moment, however, he apologised and sat 
down again. 
“ Force of habit, darling,” he explained. 
I understood. When dear Papa reads 
a letter he usually clutches it to his breast 
and says: “At last!” but in the pre- 





sent instance such a proceeding would | 


have been out of pace. 
Cousin Fio had written : 


“ Dearest Roste-poste, -—-Come over and 


ripping music. Come at once and stay 
for the run. Yours, F Lo. 

PS.Get some new frocks. That 
black crape wouldn’t be any good here. 
So long!” 


Scenery first-class and some | 


It is impossible to clutch a letter like 


that. The thing was too trivial, and I 
said as much. 

But dear Papa rebuked me gently. 

“Go, my child,” said he, “and re- 
member that to one of your house 
nothing is to’ trivial for catastrophe.” 

I wepta li’ , and then, dashing aside 
my tears,!} od Papa with a smile and 
retired to me - my simple preparations. 
later they were completed, 
and then, \. ring my most becoming 
hat, with a s. .wl over my shoulders and 
a small reticule in one hand, I set out 


through the garden-gate upon my long 


journey. 

Cousin Fo and her parents dwell ina 
village almost as pretty as beloved 
Meadowsweet. If I have conveyed the 
impression that Cousin FiLo occupied a 
social position inferior to my own, I have 
been wrong. The contrary is indeed 
the case, as my uncle and aunt, though 
by no means wealthy, are persons of title, 
and, I believe, of considerable standing 
in Pantomimia. 

But between poor dear Papa and his 
elder brother Baron Broxevp there has 
never existed any great sympathy, and 
since the Baron’s marriage with a lady 
whom it would be charitable to call 
eccentric the two families have drifted 
widely apart. 

I was received by Cousin Fto with the 

reatest warmth. We met in The 





Market Place, a picturesque spot where 


hat, and the light tweed coat that consti-| it is evident that the inhabitants are 


tutes his invariable costume out of doors. | accustomed to 
“Out among the flowers so early, | revels. 


hold 


their frequent 
There seemed 


to be more of 


little one!” he said, drawing me towards | these inhabitants than with us, and they 
him and imprinting a kiss over my left | appeared considerably more lively ; this 


sh yulder. 
“ Father,” 


however, I attribute to their comparative 


said I, leading him to a| freedom from omens and _ prophecies, 
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from which we in Meadowsweet suffer 
terribly at certain seasons. 

Cousin FLo’s appearance was some- 
thing of a shock to me, the first of many. 
| thank Heaven that, in whatever vicissi- 
tudes of an eventful career, such has ever 
been the modesty of my attire that few 
have so much as detected my boots. Even 
on the occasions when I have been out 
of my garret lodging and forced to 
wander through the streets in a snow- 
storm, my principles have always obliged 
me to trail at least three inches. After 
all, however, Cousin Fo is the best judge 
of what is proper for herself. 

She drew me aside at once with every 
symptom of eagerness and amusement 
Jas! nothing will ever amuse me !), and 
proceeded to unfold an idea that had 
occurred to her. —_ 

‘ RostgE-Poste,” she 
said, “isn’t it rather 
rough on the old 
boy your leaving 
him alone like 
this?” 

‘My father’s 
hair,” I replied, 
“has grown white 
from unmerited ad- 
versity z 

“Precisely,” in- | 
terrupted Fto,| 
‘therefore we 
oughtn’t to bleach 
him any more.| 
That’s why I am 
going to keep him | 
company.” 

“You!” I ex-| 
claimed, unable to} 
repress a slight | 
shudder. 








“Is it,” said Fio, glancing at his 
attire, “a conjurer?” 

“Sir Rupert,” I exclaimed, “cease this 
unmannerly persecution! Leave me, 
I entreat you!” 

He smiled cynically, and lighting a 
cigarette flung away the match with an 
air of insolent opulence. 

‘‘ Adorable creature!” he hissed, “why 
seek to avoid me? Why aggravate my 
passion with delay? Why——” 

“ Evidently,” said Fro, “it can ask 
riddles! See here,” she continued, 
turning to Sir Rupert, “ you come with 
me and meet, our own villain before he 
quits; Rosi had better stay here to 
greet the Prince on his return from 
hunting.” 

The Prince! 





How my little heart 


— <c- 
<-> 


plea, on the part of the President and 
‘others, for the resuscitation of Dioporvs, 
' Arsenzus, Loyorus, Arriay, and similar 
authors hitherto ignored by the average 
schoolmaster. (We were surprised that 
the claims of Tzerzes and the Catomyo 
machia of Turoporus Procnorropromus 
were not insisted upon; but let that 
ass.) From a very full agenda paper, 
we BR the following subjects for dis- 
cussion were unavoidably omitted : 

1. That the German Emperor be en- 
couraged to add to the gaiety of nations 
with some further Latin telegrams. 

2. That sporting reporters and lady 

novelists who have got as far as to use 
the terms “J. Pluvius,” “Old Sol,” 
“omnibi,” “apparati,”” “ vade-meca” 
and the like, be elected honorary mem- 
‘bers of the Asso- 
ication, with a view 
to their further 
education, or early 
extinction. 

3. That “ Howl 
ers” be recognised 
in future as an 
important branch 
of the Academic 
scheme, ranking 
side by side with 
“Wranglers ;” the 
howling examina- 
tion to be conducted 
in dog-Latin by the 
Proctorial bull 
| dogs. 
| 4. That a 
fessorship 
Thieves’ Latin 
instituted in the 
new Mile-End 
Hostel of London 


Pro. 
of 
be 








“T’ve settled the 
whole thing,” said | 
Fio; “you and I} 
will change places. ' — 
The only bother is about a villain—I 
must take ours with me, and that leaves 
a vacancy. But I suppose,” she added, 
“you have got a villain of some sort of 
your own?” - 

“Sir Rupert Ruruerrorp,” I replied, 
‘“persecutes me with his loathsome 
addresses.” 

“H’m,” said Fro, “that sounds all 
right. Can he ask riddles?” 

Riddles!” I repeated aghast. 

“Why did the fly fly, and all that, 
you know. Our own villain is awfully 
goodatthem. But hullo! ” she exclaimed 
suddenly, “‘ what on earth is this?” 

Turning at her words I saw beside 
me the dreaded figure of Sir Rupert 
Rutuerrorp himself. He was in evening 
dress, and carried a small case for 
cigarettes which appeared to have con- 
stituted his sole luggage. Horror! the 
unscrupulous aristocrat had followed me 
to Pantomimia ! 


““SHADOW’D COVES ON A SUNNY SHORE.” 


bounded at her words! Baronets I knew 
and dreaded; towards elderly Earls | 
entertained an emotion of almost filial 
respect; but never hitherto had I en- 
countered an actual Royal Highness. In 
the tumult caused by her announcement 


looked a trifle bewildered, by the hand. 
(To be continued.) 








A NEW RENAISSANCE. 
Tue Classical Association of England 


congress at University College, London, 
at which the proceedings were enlivened 





University ; fees to 
be paid in kind by 
diligent students 
after a bard day's 
slic gatherings. 


rye 
Tennyson. 


work in crowded pul 
5, That the so-called “dead” languages 
‘(and more especially that of Rome) be 


|repaired, vrevivified, and generally 
| brought up to date, so as to hold their 
/own as an international medium in lieu 


I permitted Fio to depart without com-| of Cornish, Irish, Esperanto, or any such 
ment. She was leading Sir Rurert, who | desperate resource. The grammars to 


| be simplified, better behaviour to be 
|introduced among the irregular verbs, 
}and Batsus to be deterred from building 
walls and to adapt himself to motoring, 
marconigrams, and aérial navigation. 

6. That, if the British pronunciation 
of Greek and Latin be further continued, 


and Wales, under the presidency of the! similar privileges be extended to the 
Lorp Cuaxcetior, has just concluded a| students of French, German, and other 


|barbarian tongues, so that schoolboys 
‘should be taught to say “ Allezz-vowse- 


by a magic lantern of the latest patent, | enn,” “Jay, itch haybe jenugg,” and so 
a conversazione (in English), several | on. 
quite cheerful stories, mostly at the| world-language, and a classic in_ its 
expense of the insular classicist, and a! turn. 


English will thus become the 
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TO THE INFANT BACCHUS. 
\ well-known divine announced in one of his addresses that there 
s a woman in Birmingham who boasts that her ten months’ old baby 
takes ita glass of beer with the rest of them 
Tuow latest of the many glorious types 
That witness England's unimpaired virility ; 
Whose young capacity for shifting swipes 
Passes the common bounds of credibility, 
Thou art the youngest, most profound exploiter 
Of arts that men more properly employ, 
Outshining even FLorizer von Reuter, 
And quite eclipsing Peckham’s ponderous boy. 


I see thee, in my fancy, at the tap, 
Supported by a proud but anxious mother, 

Flooring a hefty stoup of ALLsopp’s pap, 
And riotously bawling for another 

I see thee, rosy-cheeked and chubby-fisted, 
Meandering home hilariously “ full,” 

And getting fined, and possibly black-listed, 
For an assault upon the Constable. 


I see thee, at the ripeish age of two, 
Appearing at the Palace or Pavilion, 

And “ downing” several quarts of potent brew 
Before the rapturous plaudits of the Million. 

I see thee, after seven well-spent summers, 
Engaging in the Sporting Times's page 

To drink a cask of beer against all comers, 
For fifty pounds, at any weight or age. 


And thou wilt live a life of liquid ease, 
Nor know the thriftless workman’s futile scramble 
To get his beer washed down by bread and cheese ; 
The text is from the Rev. Mr. Camppe.t.) 
But like that vinous veteran Silenus 
Thou ‘It pass thy days in moist and plenteous cheer, 
Till either Time or Femperance shall wean us 
From all that is, or appertains to, Beer! 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Or Letters and Recollections of Sir Walter Scott (Smura, 
Exner), with few exceptions the latter are the more delectable. 
The world would not have been the poorer had a batch of | 
the earliest letters been left in the obscurity of the owner’s 
desk. ‘* My dear Mrs. Hucues, I am extremely sorry to hear 
you have been so very unwell, and that your indisposition 
should have interfered with your delightful musical talents | 
is a general loss to your friends.” Even from the pen of | 
the author of the Waverley Novels my Baronite finds this 
remark only feebly stirring. There are many akin to it in 
the opening chapters. The conventionality is fully atoned | 
for in the correspondence subsequent to the ConsTaBLe 
crash. ‘These reveal Scorr in the true nobility of his nature, | 
plucky thoagh downfallen, intent on reducing expenses | 
arising from the almost barbaric hospitality of Abbotsford, | 
resolved to devote his labour and -his life to meeting 
financial responsibilities overwhelming him through no fault | 
of hisown. Certainly not in literature, and rarely in the wider | 
field of humanity, has there been a nobler spectacle than that | 
of Warer Scorr, hampered in means, crashed in spirit, | 
failing in health, doggedly writing to pay off liabilities in | 
which he found himself enmeshed. The diaries jotted down 











| by Mrs. Hucnes during two successive visits to Abbotsford | 


are full of good stories told by her host when he was sunning | 
his genial nature in the blaze of prosperity. Most pathetic | 
is her account of her final chat with Scorr on the eve of his| 
departure for Italy. “Heavy and helpless, he seemed hardly | 
able to drag his limbs along. A sort of imbecility at times | 


|mounted, delights to the eye. 
subjects in Venice, whose stately buildings, whose gleaming 


|to his benefactor who, becoming suddenly an almost hopeless 


> . 
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overspread his countenance. A fixed look of sorrow hung 
upon his brow.” Thus was the mighty one fallen. 


In the ear of the average Englishman the name of Fray- 
cesco Guarpi has not the familiarity established by other, not 
always greater, continental painters. Yet his earliest known 
patron was an Englishman bearing the truly British name 
Surra, and, of the nearly 300 paintings recognised as his, 
England, in public and private galleries, holds the lion’s share. 
The National Gallery possesses in the Piazza S. Marco one of 
his masterpieces, whilst nine grace the walls of the Wallace 
treasure house. My Baronite has vivid recollection of two 
large canvases by Guarpt, seen at Waddesden whilst Baron 
‘ Ferpy ”’ RorascatLp was still with us in his favourite character 
of week-end host. Among other private collections, Sir Witttam 
Acyew has two gems. The fact is, Guarpi was a long time 
coming into recognition by his countrymen and the world at 
large. Ruskin apparently never knew him. Certainly he does 
not mention his name in Modern Painters. It is known that, 
though of Austrian blood, he was born in Venice in 1712 and 
died there in 1793. But among its palaces and hovels his home 
is nameless, his grave unknown. Mr. Simonson has collected 
materials fora life of the painter, founded on original research. 
The work is excellently done, but the charm of the volume, 
to the publication of which Mr. Meruuen has done full honour, 
will be found in engravings of the painter’s best works. 
There are forty-two, marvellously reproduced, carefully | 
Guarpt found most of his 


water-ways, whose picturesque roofs, whose very atmosphere, | 
are here reproduced. It is tantalising to read the text of a | 
contract signed by the painter in his seventieth year, whereby, | 


in exchange for the sum of £20, he undertakes to paint four | 
| pictures illustrating the visit of Pivs VI. to Venice. 


Mr. Guy Boornsy gave himself a first-rate chance of | 
achieving a great success with a sensational novel when he | 
selected Russia, with of course Russian police, and mysterious 
Siberia as the scenery for the melodramatic action of his plot. 
Add to this a hidden treasure bequeathed by a dying man 


invalid, is compelled to confide his secret to a rather ordi- 
nary person, whom he has accepted as his son-in-law, and who 
is assisted by a kind of “comic relief” uncle. The story is 
called In Spite of the Czar—rather a taking title (as its pub- 
lisher, Joun Lona, must have thought)—though as a matter of | 
fact the Czar, to whom allusion is occasionally made, never 
appears ; while the hidden treasure, of which we hear so much, | 
is so uncommonly well concealed that it never turns up at all! 
In fact, towards the close, when the villains are reaping the just | 
reward of their villainy, when the fair damsel is rescued from | 
the toils, and when the excited reader says to himself, “‘ Now | 

| 

| 

| 


for the treasure,” the author suddenly closes the book, and 

absolutely makes no further mention of the secreted millions. 

‘‘ But the treasure?” expostulates the reader. ‘Treasure ?” 

repeats Mr. Guy Boornpy; “oh, yes, of course. Ah, well, you | 
know, it was a secret treasure, wasn’t it? Yes. Very good. 
Then we will keep it secret and 
say no more about it. Mum's 
the word.” Now, had either 
Gaportau, or Dumas, got himself 
into a difficulty of this sort, 
a clear indication would have 
been given to the effect that 
anxious readers, wishing to be 
satisfied on such an important 
point, must await the publica- 
tion of his forthcoming novel, 
Dead on Spot, when their curio- 
sity (in the case of billiard 
players) would be gratified. 
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